THE    UGLY    DUCKLING

creature had to swim about incessantly to prevent die
water freezing quite over. Night after night the hole
became less, till at last, exhausted by constant
exertions, he got frozen tight into the ice.

Early in the morning a peasant came that way, and
seeing the poor bird in so wretched a plight he had
compassion on it, and ventured boldly on to the ice,
for he was a good Christian, and not one of those who
first see that no inconvenience will attend an act of
kindness. With his wooden shoes he broke the ice,
extricated the to all appearance dead bird, and carried
him home to his wife, where, in a warm room, the
green-grey youngster soon recovered animation and
strength.

The children wished to play with him, but the
young Drake thought they were bent on ill-using him,
so in his fright he flew into an earthenware milk-pan,
which he turned over, and the milk ran about the
floor. The woman uttered a loud* cry and raised
her hands in consternation, which thoroughly be-
wildered the poor bird, and he flew into the freshly-
made butter, and then into the flour-tub, and out
again. Oh, what a figure he was now! Bewailing her
losses, the woman pursued him with the tongs, and
the children, laughing and shouting, rolled over each
other as they tried to catch him.

Fortunately fbr our youngster, "who was now no
longer green-grey, but.of a delicate paste colour, the
door was open, and, taking advantage of the general
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